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PR O L OG U E. 
By a Friend. 


| OFT Hr the buſtin'd Muſe, with action mean, 
Deda A the glory of the tragic ſcene: + * 

While puny willains dreft in pride, 

With crimes obſcene the heav'n-born rage bely'd. 
T her belongs to mourn the hero's fate, 

To trace the errors of the wiſe and great; 

To mark th' exceſs of paſſions too refin'd, 
And paint the tumults of a god-like mind ; 

Where, mix'd with rage, exalted thoughts combine, 

And darkeft deeds wit beauteons colours Hine. 
Sach lights and ſhades in a wwell-mingled draught, 


Hr xr ned of ty eng 


Pleas d it e of 1h varies hr 


Thas thro' the follewing 
— — 


approve 
The gen runs hero who rejefts her l 
Behold bim T here with gloomy paſſions Hais d. 
A wife ſuſpefed, and an injur'd friend; 
Yet fuch the toil * Rav ts caught, 
That raſb ſuſpicion ſeems wwithcut a fault. 
Ve dread awhile l ſhould ſucceed, 
And almoſt wiſh ev'n virtue's ſelf may bleed. 
Mark well the black revenge, the cruel guile, 
The traitor-fiend trampling heh 
Of beauty, truth, and innocence oppre 
Then let the rage of furies fire your oo 
Vet may his mighty <urongs, his juſt diſdain, 
His bleeding country, his lo father flain, 
His martial pride, your admiration raiſe, 
Had crews him with * 
3 


Don Alonzs, the Spaniſh general, Mr. Rapps. | 
Don Carli his friend, Mr. J. Arcxin, 
Don Alvarez, a courtier, Mr. Bux rox. 


Don Manuel, attendant of __ Mr. Hons. 
Carhes, 


Zanga, a captive Meor, Mr. HoLLanp. 


WOMEN. 


Leonora, Alvarez 's daughter, Mrs. BappzTLET. 
Jabella, the Meor's miſtreſs, Mrs. Reppin. 


SCENE SPAIN. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Zanga. 
nrx 8,8 nature, er long want of 


F Has wrought my mind to this, I cannot tell; 
X55 But horrors now are not diſpleaſing to me: 
* 8 of the battlements. 
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Enter Habella. 
| Who's there? My love! 


Zar. e 
And | indulge my meditation here. 
Woman, away. I chooſe to be alone. 
Had. I know you do, and therefore will not leave you; 
Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a night for walks of contemplation ? 
Something unuſual hangs upon your heart, 
And I will know it: by our loves I will, 
To you I facrific'd my virgin fame ; 
Aſk I too much to ſhare in your diſtreſs ? 
Zan. „ then hear me, and be 
In bell's abyſs, 46 ever it eſcape thee. 
To ſtrike thee with aſtoniſhment at once, 
I hate Alena. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 
Jab. Hate Alonzo ! 
I own, I thought Alas moſt your friend, 
And that he loſt the waſter in that name. 
Zan. Hear then. 3 twice three years fince that 


great m 
Wen! for he conquer d me) 
Made me the captive of his arm in fight. - 
He flew my father, and threw chains o'er me, 


One day (may that returning day be night, 
The Rain, the curſe of each ſucceeding year!) 
For ſomething, or for nothing, in his 
He ſtruck me. (While I tell it, do I hive?) 


He ſmote me on the cheek———1I did not ftab him; 
For — Anais fince, 55 
as 


& de 


> that 
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Has firave to bury it beneath a heap 
Of kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 
Inſolent thought! and like a ſecond blow! 
2 

I/ab. But with more temper, Zange, tell your ſtory = 


To fee your firong emotions ftartles me. 


Zan. Yes, woman, with the that beſts it. 
Has the dark adder venom ? fo have I 
When trod upon. Proud Spaziard, thou ſhalt feel me! 
For from that day, that day of my diſhonour, 
I from that day have cure d the rifing fun, 
Which never faiF d to tell me of my ſhame. 
I from that day have bleſt the coming night, 
Which promis d to conceal it; but in vain; 
The blow return d for ever in my dream. 
Yet on I toil'd, and groan'd for an occaſion 
Of ample vengeance ; none is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er at I conceive warm hopes 
Of what may wound him fore, in his ambition, 
og of his life, 4 4 
y nighily march he d to ſurpriae 
The Meergth camp; but I have taken care 
'They ſhall be ready to receive his favour. 
Failing in this, a caſt of utmoſt moment 
Would darken all the conqueſts he has won. 
Jab. Juſt as I enter d an expreſs arriv'd. 
Zan. To whom? 
| > His friend, don Carlos. 

- Be propiti 

hour 


portant hour, 

And give at length my famiſh'd ſoul revenge! 

What 1s e. but courage to call in 

Our honour's devs, and wi to convert 

Other's ſeif-love iato our own protection? 

But ſee, the morning ray breaks in upon us ; 

IIl ſeek don Carlos, and enquire my fate, ¶ Excunt. 


A5 N Eater 
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And while I 'd in bondage, I deputed 


Man. And what ſucceſs ? 

Car. Alas, the cruel maid ———— 
Indeed her father, who tho” high at court, 
And powerful with the king, has wealth at heart, 
'To heal his devaſtations from the Moors, 


Car. She looks like radiant truth, 
Brought forth by the hand of hoary time 
You to the port with ſpeed, tis poſſible 

Some veſſel is arrivd. Heav'n grant it bring 
Tidings which Carlos may receive with joy 
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Atv. 
On our diſcretion, a prudent choice ; 
” d, you 
own 


8 
thoſe they call unfortunate, 
view L 


i 
mh 
| 


f 
[+ 
T 
: 


is of ancient, ** 


then his wealth might mend a prince's fortune. 
e ſun is labouring in the mines, 

faithful ſlave, and turning earth to gold. 

His keels are freighted with that ſacred pow'r, 


11 | 


My denghnee is ner indifper'd ts hear you. [Ex. Alv. 
Car. O Leonora! why art thou in tears? 


Becauſe I am lefs wretched than I was:? 


Before your father 


gave me leave to woo you, 


Huſh'd was your boſom, and your eye ſerene. 


Will you for ever help me to new pains, 
And keep reſerves of torment in your hand, 
To let them looſe on ev'ty dawn of joy ? 

Leon. Think you my father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no dominion o'er my tears? 
A daughter ſure may be right dutiful, 
Whoſe tears alone are free from a reſtraint.— 


I ſhall obey my father. 
Car. Diſobey him, 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come thus 
Wich abſent eyes and alienated mien, 
Suff ring addreſs, the victim of my love. 
O let me be undone the common way, 
And have the common comfort to be pity'd, 


And not be ruin'd in the maſk of bli 
And fo be envy'd, and be wretched too! 
Love calls for love. Not all the pride of beauty, 


Thole 
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eyes that tell us what the ſun is made of, 
lips, whoſe touch is to be bought with life, 
nt "ypc by. pop pray 
are nought, but as are 
The , the ſubſtance of an inward paſſion, 
And the rich plunder of a taken heart. 
as! wy lord, we are too delicate ; 

when we graſp the hapyineſs we wiſh d, 
We call on wit to argue it away: 
A plainer man would not feel half your pains: 
But ſome have too much wiſdom to be happy. 

Car. Had I known this before, it had been well: 
I had not then ſolicited your father , 
To add to my diſtreſs; as you behave, 

Your father's kindneſs tabs me to the heart. 

Give me your hand —Nay, give it, Leonora; 

You give it not nay, yet you give it not 

I raviſh it. 
Leon. I pray, my lord, no more. 

Car. Ah, why ſo ſad? You know each ſigh does ſhake me; 
Sighs there, are tempeſts here. 
I've heard, bad men would be unbleſt in heav'n : 


—T LL ALLEYS 


And telling how 
Alas! my lord, if talking would prevail, 


ne eee © B59 


My 
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My heart is cold to death. 

re. 

Heav'ns! what a proof ve but two nights 

Of macchleſs love To fing me a: thy foot. * 

] flighted friendſhip, and I flew from fame; 

SPD 

But darting long to thy arms, 

The promis d fight, I left Aan too 

To ſtand the war, and quell a world alone. rumpets. 

Leon. The victor comes. My lord, I muſt withdraw. 

Car. And muſt you go? 

Leon. Why ſhould you wiſh me ftay ? 

Your friend's arrival will being comfort to you, - 

My preſence none; it pains you and myſelf; 

For both our ſakes permit me to withdraw. [Ex. Leon. 
Car. Sure, there s no peril but in love. how 

My foes would boaſt to fee me look fo pale 


Enter Alonzo. 
Car. Alonzo! 
Alon. Carios!/—1I am whole again; | 
Claſpt in thy arms, it makes my heart entire. 
„ Whom dare 1 thus embrace ? the conqueror 
Africk ? 
Alon. Yes, much more don Carli friend. 
The conqueſt of the world would coſt me dear, 
Should it beget one thought of diftance in thee. 
J riſe in virtues to come nearer thee. 
] conquer with don Caries in my eye, | 
And thus I claim my victory 's reward. [ Embracing him. 
Car. A victory indeed! your godlike arm 
Has made one ſpot the grave of rica. 
Such numbers fell! and the ſurvivors fled 
As frighted paſſengers from of the ſtrand, 

When the ſea comes roaring on them. 
Alen. Twas Carls conquer d, twas his cruel chains 
Inflam d me to a rage unknown before, 
And threw my former actions far behind. 


* 


Car. 
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Car. I love fair Leoxora. How I love her! 
Yet ſtill I find (I know not how it is) 
Another heart, another foul for thee. 

Thy friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 
Like mufick, pure the joy, without alloy, 
Whoſe very rapture is tranquillity : 
But love, like wine, gives a tumultuous bliſs, 
Heighten'd indeed beyond all mortal ures z 
But mingles pangs and madneſs in the bowl. 


Enter Zanga. 


Zan. Manuel, my lord, returning from the 
r mewn end ha ſte, * 


No buſineſs can detain me long [Ex. Car, 
Zan. My lord Alonzo, I obey'd your orders. 
Alon. Will the fair Locere pals this way ? 
Zan. She will, my lord, and ſoon. 
Alon. Come near me, Zangs; 
For I dare open all my heart to thee. 
Never was ſuch a day of triumph known. 
There's not a wounded captive in my train, 


My friend (and never was a friend more dcar) 
Deputed me his advocate in love, 

To talk to Leozora's heart, and make 

A tender party in her thoughts for him. 
What did I do? I lov'd myſelf. Indeed, 
One thing there is might leſſen my offence, 


(If ſuch offence admits of lefſen'd) 


I thought him dead; for (by what fate | know not) 
His letters never reach'd me. 
Zan. Thanks to 


Who thence contriv” — has happea's. 4 


| 
| 


* 
— — 


r NY 


Ben 


n N i 


to byy bd of y 


— — — 
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curs'd of heav'n! I lov'd myſelf, and now 


But others groans ſhall tell the world my death. ¶ de: 
Enter Leonora. 


Alan. When nature ends with anguiſh like to this, 

Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the ſun, 

And bid his light adieu. 
Leon. The mighty conqueror 

Diſmay'd! I thought you gave the foe your ſorrows. 
Alen. O cruel inful:! are thoſe tears your ſport, 


Which nothing but a love for you draw? 
1 — in hope by that to 
our leave to figh unſcorn d; but I complain not; 


"Twas but a world, and you are Leonora. 
Leon. That paſſion which you boaſt of is your guilt, 


A treaſon to your friend. You think mean of me, 


To plead your crimes as motives of my love. 
Alon. vo madam, ought to thank thoſe crimes you 
ame ; 
Tis they permit you to be thus inhuman, 
Without the cenfure both of earth and heav'n—— 
I fondly thought a laſt look might be kind. 
Farewel for ever. T bis ſevere behaviour 
Has, to my comfort, made it ſweet to die. 
Leon, Farewel for ever !—Sweet to die!—O heav'n! 


[fda 
Alonzo, 
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What could I do? In duty to my friend, 
I faw you; and to ſee, is to admire. 
For Carlas did I plead, and moſt fincerely. 
Witneſs the thouſand agonies it coſt me.. 

You know I did. I ſought but your eſteem ; 

If that is guilt, an angel had been guilty. 

I often figh'd, nay wept; but could not help it ; 
And ſure it is no crime to be in pain. 
Ress m greatly curs d: 
What would you more ? F not moſt undone ? 
This uſage is like ſtamping on the murder'd, 
When life is fled ; moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 

Leen. If from your guilt none ſuffer d but yourſelf, 
It might be ſo——PFarewel. [ Going. 

Alen. Who ſuffers with me? 

Leon. Enjoy your ignorance, and let me go. 

Alon. Alas! what is there I can fear to know, 
Since I already know your hate? Your actions 
Have long fince told me that. 

Leon. flatter'd you. 

Alan. How ? flatter'd me! 

Leon. O ſearch in fate no farther! | 
I hate thee ! O Alonzo, how I hate thee ! 

Alon. Indeed! and do you weep for hatred too ? 

* O what a doubtful torment heaves my heart! 

I hope it moſt—and yet I dread it more. 
Should it be ſo ; ſhould her tears flow from thence ; 
How would my foul blaze up in ecſtaſy ! 

Ah, no! how fink into the depth of horrors ! 

Leon. Why would you force my ſtay ? 

Aion. What mean theſe tears: 

Leon. I weep by chance; nor have my tears a mean- 


mo — — 
But ob! when fit I ſaw leaze's tears, 


I knew 
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I knew their meaning well. 


i 
HE 


I} 
— 


Of fighs 
oh 


err 


dit 


] 
: 
1 
1 
171 
; 
1 
; 
: 


My father places in your power to alter. 
Alen. What's in my pow'r ?ﬀ>———Q yes, to ſtab my 
friend ! Len. 


- 
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Leon. To ſtab your friend were barbarous indeed l 
Spare him and murder me——1 own, Alonzo, 

' You well may wonder at ſuch words as theſe, 

I fart at them myſelf, they fright my nature. 
Great is my fault; but blame not me alone, 

Give him a little blame who took ſuch pains 


To make me guilty. a ace. tins 


When women ſue, they ſue to be deny'd. 


ight ! 
Alex. Firſt periſh all! 
„what have you reſoly'd ? 


1 
rl 


] 
> 


why undo you ? Is it then, my lord, 


[ 9 
1 
| 
[ 

: 


di 


F 5 
1 


f 
| 


5 


im by myſelf) he dies diſtracted. 
w dreadful to be cut from what we love! 
| ſpeak no more. 


! 


T 


ty'd to what we hate ! 
e? 


03> 


know 
Leon. 
Alon. 
Leon. 
Alon. 
Leon. 
Alon. 
Leon. 


5 
z 
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[ 
| Leon. And are you rd hes fre viewe's the? 
How often have you ſworn! but go for ever—{Sweors. 
Alon. Heart of my heart, and eſſence of my joy! 

h, I'm thine, and thine for ever l 
of friendſhip ſhall be heard no more. 
For whatſoever crime I can commit, 


7 


L 


for the pains it gave me; 


the pains, P'll reap the fruit; 
in my turn, and ſhew the world 


- 


72 


ZET 


8 On — 


.- 
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ACT H SCENE I. 


Enter Manuel and Zangs. 
ZANG 4. 


F this be true, I cannot. blame your pain 
For wretched Cares; tis but humane in you. 
But when arriv'd your diſmal news ? 

Max. Tiiis hour. 

Zan. What, not a veſſe] fav'd? 

Mas. All, all the form | 


Deternin'd deny his daughter to bim ? 
z to R to bi 
That treaſure was on ſhore, muſt that too join 
The common wreck ? 

Alvarez. pleads indeed 

Leonora's i 
pleads that only ; fo it was this 

When he concurr'd : the tempeſt broke the match z 
And ſunk his favour, when it ſunk the gald. 
The love of gold is double in his heart, 

The vice of age, and of Alvarez too. 

Zar. How des don Carlas bear it ? 
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Man. Never to ſee his Leonora more. 
| And, quite to quench all future hope, Alvarex 
Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his daughter 
This very day; for he has learut their loves. 
Zan. Ha! was not that receiv'd with ecliaſy 
By don A'anzo ? 
| Man. Yes, at firſt; but ſoon 
A damp came o'er him, it would kill his friend. 
Zan. Not if his friend conſented; and ſince now 
He can't himſelf eſpouſe her . 
Man. Vet to afk it 
Has ſomething ſhocking to a generous mind, 
At leaſt 4lonzo's ſpirit Rartles at it. 
Wide is the diſtance between our deſpair, 
And giving up 2 ttiſtteſs to another. 
But I muſt leave you, Carlos wants 
In bis ſevere affliclion. . [Exit Manuel. 
Zan. Ha! it dawns! | 
It riſes to me, like a new fund world N 
To mariners long time diſtreſs'd at fea, | 
Sore from a ſtorm, and all their viarids fpent ! —— 
Or like the fun juſt nung out of chaos, 
Some dregs of ancient night not quite purg d uff! 
But ſhall 1 finiſh it ?-—Hoa! Habella 


I thought of dying; better thitgs tome forward; 
Vengeance is ſtill alive ; from her dark covert, 
With all her ſnakes erect upon her creſt, 
She ſtalks in view, And fires me with her 
When, Jabella, arriv'd don Carlos here? 

Tab. Two nights ago 


Zan. That was the very igh 
It has the efſence of the crocodile, 


Tho” yer but in the ſhell——T'll give it birth 
What time did he retutnʒ | 
Tab. 
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| At midnight. 
Say, did he ſee that night his Leonora ? 


===> my good lurd. 
No matter——tell me, woman, 


Is not Mlenzo rather brave than cautious, 
Honeſt than ſubtle, above fraud himſelf, 


Tab. You beſt can 
_ 

Zan. Why, that was 
Two nights ago my father 
Thrice d around my bed, and ſmil'd upon me; 
He ſmil'd a joy then little underſtood — 

It muſt be ſfo—and if ſo, it is vengeance 

Worth waking of the dead for. 


Re-enter Iſabella with the tablets, Zanga writes, then 
reads as to himſelf. 


21 3 a, 
e might not gain it. It is to gi 
DDr 
The wiſdom I can boaſt, to perſuade 

to requeſt it of his friend, 

ſtrongeſt proof of friend man can give, - 
73 tn wack 60 > anal 
Of jealouſ Z 


Which fling the heart of man, and find none equal. 
It is the Hydra of calamities. 

The ſeven-fold death: the jealous are the damn d. 
O jealouſy, each other paſſion's calm 
To thee, thou conflagration df the ſoul ! 


Thos 


— 
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— Har 
= 


damons, 


king of torments ! thou 
For all the tranſports beauty 
1/ab. Alonzo comes this 
Zan. Moſt op 
Withdraw—Ye 


Thou 


which rede [Ex. Iſab. 


In courts, and do 
That little 


Than fleets and armies, and the 
r 


cannon's murder, 


lye; give me 


your maze 
man I hate, and then devour. 


and 


* 


thought 


the 


To catch 
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Conſider, wherefore did Aivarez break 
Don Carla match, and wherefore urge A/onzo's ? 
"Twas the fame cauſe, the love of wealth: to- 


morrow 
May fee 4/onzo in don Carla fortune ; 
A higher bidder is a better friend, 
And there are priaces ſigh for Leonora. 
When a gone, you'll wed; why then the 


deck which labour d to relieve bim 
Tis well he is diſturb d, it makes him pauſe. 1 
Ales. Tbink'ſt thou, my Zange, mould I afk don 


Is Leonora worth ane | 
It hurts not me, my but as I love you : 
Warmly as you I with don Carlos well; 

But I am likewiſe don Z4lonzo's friend: 
There all the difference lies 2tween us two. 
In me, my lord, you hear another ſelf; 
And give me leave to add, a better too, 


: 


Are ſuch as may hereafter gi — 
| Dow Lepur ob Gafit wonkTant dreamer hes, 

Alan. Periſh the name! what! ſacrifice the fair 
To age and illneſs, becauſe fer in gold? 


Fes nsr e 


'd from thoſe errors, which, tho caus'd by virtue, 


2888 


& 


Car. H 
1 


are pains, becauſe 
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Yet knowing diſbelieve, and try again 
What we have try'd, and ſtruggle with conviction. 
Each new experience gives the tormer credit ; 
And reverend grey threeſcore is but a voucher, 
That thirty told us true. 
Zan. My noble loid, 
T mourn your fate : but are no hopes ſurviving ? 
Car. No hopes. 4/varez has a heart of nel: 
'Tis fixt, tis paſt, tis abſolute deſpair. 
Zan. You wanted not to have your heart made tender 
By your own pains to feel a friend's diſtreſs. 
Car I underſtand you well. Alonzo loves; 
I pity him. 
Zan. | dare be ſworn you do. 
Yet he has other thoughts. 
Car. What can't thou mean? 
Zan. Indeed he has; and fears to aſk a favour 
A ſtranger trom a Franger might requeſt; 
What coſts you noching. yet is all to him; 
Nay, what indeed will to your glory add, 
For nothing more than wiſhing your friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain: hi: happineſs is mine. 
Zan Hel:ves to death, but fo reveres his friend, 
He can't perſuade h:s heart to wed the maid, 
Without y ut leave, and that he fears to aſk. 
Io perfe& tenderneſs I urg'd him to it. 
Knowing the deadly fickneſs of his b-art, 
Your overflowing goodneſs to your friend, 
Your wiſdom, and deſpair ——— wed her, 
I wrurg a promile rom him he would try: 
And 44 ] come, a mutual friend to both, 
Without his privacy, to let you know it, 
Aud to you kindly to receive him. 
Car. ! if he weds | am u. donc indeed; 
Not Don Alwvarez' i. If can then relieve me. 
Zan. Alas! my lord, you know bis heart is fleel. 
"Tis fixt, "tis paſt, "tis abſolute deſpair. 
Car, O cruel heavn and is it not 
That I muſt never, nevet fee her more? 


4 


Say, 


AM . . a Q © a 


5 
4 
9 
( 
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Say, it is not enough that I muſt die; 
But I muſt be tormented in the grave ?— _ 
Aſk my conſent ?—Muſt I then give her to him? 
Lead to his nuptial ſheets the bluſhing maid ? 
Oh! Leonora never, never, never 
Zan. A ſtorm of plagues upon him ! he refuſes. ¶ Ide. 
Car. What ! wed her ? and to-day ? 
Zan. To day or never. 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier lover bring, 
And then Alonxo is thrown out like you; 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his mis fortune: 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his love. 
Car. O torment! Whither ſhall I turn 
Zan. To peace. 
Car. Which is the way ? 
Zan. His happineſs is yours, 
I dare not diſtelieve you. 
Car. Kill my friend ! 
Or worſe——alas ! and can there be a worſe 
A worſe there is; nor can my nature bear it. 
Zan. You have convinc'd me, tis a dreadful taſk. 
I find, Monzo's quitting her this morning 
For Carcs' ſake, in tenderneſs to you, 
Betray'd me to believe i: leſs ſevere 
Than I perceive it is.. | 
Cav. Thou doſt upbraid me. ? 
Zan. No, my gocd lord; but ſince you can't comply, 
"Tis my misfortune that I mention'd it; 
For had I not, Alonzo would indeed 
Have dy'd, as now, but not by your decree. 
Car. By my decree ! do l decree his death 
I do——Shall I then fend her to his arms? 
Oh! which ſide ſhall I take? be ſtabb'd? or—ſiabb'd ?-e 
Tis equal death! a choice of agonies !—- 
Ah no ! all other agonies are eal-: 
To one O Leoncra / never, never ! 
Go, Zanga, go, defer the dreadful tria!, 
Tho” but a day, ſomething perchance may happen 
To ſoften all to friendſhip and 4 love, 


Go, 
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Go, ſtop my friend ; let me not ſee him now, 
m of death. 

Zan. My lord, I'm bound in duty to obey 00 
If I not bring him, may Aloxzs proſper. [ 4/ide. Ex. Zan. 

Car. What is this world ?—Thy ſchool, O miſery ! 
Our only leſſon is to learn to ſuffer, 
89228 — was born for nothing. 

? my , heavy at my heart, 

My comfort 2 moment takes hn 
A grain at leaſt from the dead load that's on me, 
And gives a nearer proſpect of the grave. 
But put it moſt ſ Ih 
Live long—— Alas! there is no length in time; 
Wer in dy cine Oman! What's fourſcore years? 
Nay, what indeed, the age of time itſelf, 
Since cut from out eternity's wide round ? 
Away then. To a mind reſolv'd and wiſe, 
There is an impotence in miſery, 
Which makes me ſmile, when all its ſhafts are in me. 
Yet, Leonora ſhe can make time long, 
Its nature alter, as ſhe alter'd mine. 
While in the luſtre of her charms 1 lay, 
Whole ſummer funs roll'd unperceiv'd away; 
J years for days, and days for moments told, 
And was ſurpriz'd to hear that I grew old ; 
Now fate does rigidly its dues regain, 
And every moment is an age of pain. 


be is going out, Enter Tanga and Alonzo. Zar 
1 , Carlos. ” 


Zan. Is this Don Car/es this the boafted friend? 
How can you turn you back his ſadneſs ? 


Look on him, and then leave him if you can. 
Whoſe ſorrows thus depreſs him? Not his own; 
This moment he could wed, without your leave. 
Car. I cannot yield ; nor can I bear his griefs. 
Alone! 6 


n 
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Alan. O Carlos! 

Car. Pray forbear. 

Alon. Art thou undone, and ſhall Alonzo 
Alonzo ! who in ſome 
2 — — SIILIT ? 
was deputed guardian * 5 
But oh ! I lov'd myſelf. Pour down afflictions 
r head ; make me your mark; 

be the world by my example tau 

Ei Lane t ne ee 

Car. — „ eg nas unjuſtly : well I know 
The only cauſe of my ſevere affliftion. 
Atvarez, curs'd Ahuarez !—ſo much anguiſh 
Felt for ſo ſmall a failure, is one merit 
Which faultleſs virtue wantz. The crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could' fail ; 
'Tho' well I knew that dreadful poſt of honour 
n Ah ! whe could bear 
(Whi 


ſmile ? 


Thoſe eyes unhurt ? The wounds myſelf have felt 
Which 


8 . 
clung for ever there! 
thro" neſs to thy friend, 


But twas in thee, 
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Alen. to Zan.) Becauſe he's kind? It therefore is the 
worſt ; 

For 'tis his kindneſs which I fear to hurt. 
Shall the fame moment ſce him fink in woes, 
And me providiag for a flood of joys, 
Rich in the y_— of his happineſs ? 
No, I may die; but I can never ſpeak. 
Car. Now, now it comes ! 


Who knows what after-time may bring to paſs ? 
Fathers may and I may wed ber full. 245 
I not fee him quite poſſeſs d with 


a demon, writhes him to and fro: 
I pour in new ? 1 
: one at partiog, an 

I have no other loo but Care, row. 

Car. Alas! my friend, why with ſuch eager graſp 
preſs my hand, and weep upon my cheek ? 
phe decoded 14 me 

every 
friends meet friends, and read each other's bearts, 


[Holds bin. 
grieve me———Shall I be out- done? 
, as I loſe in love? [ fide. 


ou forg ne,: 
Your fallen iendſhip's liberty and life. 
Alon. There, there it is, wy friend, it cuts me there. 


| How dreadful is it to a generous mind 
To aſk, when ſure he cannot be deny'd ! 
Car. How greatly thought ! In all he * 
me. | . 
Then you confeſs you would aſk ſomething of me * 


rene 


ide. 
on. 


Shut out the thouſand p 
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Alon. No, on my ſoul. 
Zan. to Alon. ] Then loſe her. 
Car. Glorious ſpirit ! 
Why, what a pang has he run through for this ! 
By heav'n, I envy him his agonies. 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious lot, 
Of ſtarting at one action from below, 
Ard flaming up into conſummate greatneſs ? 
Ha angels ſtrengthen me !—Tt ſhall be fo—— 
I can't want ftrength. Great actions, once conceiv d, 
Strengthen like wine, and animate the foul, 
And call themſelves to being. [CA.] My Alonzo ! 
Since thy great ſoul diſdains to make requeſt, 
Receive with favour that I make to thee. 
Alon. What means my Carlos? 
Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Alvar:z tore her from my heart, 
And plucking up my love, they had well nigh 
Pluck d up lite too, for they were twin d 
Of that no more What now does reaſon bid ? 
I cannot ved Fare wel my ineſs ! 
But, O my foul, with care ide for her's ! 
In life, how weak, how 1 is a woman! 
Soon hurt; e itſelf unſafe, 
And often wounded while ſhe plucks the rofe ; 
So properly the object of afflition, 
That hcav'n is pleas d to make diſtreſs become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in tears. 
Take then my heart in dowry with the fair, 
Be thou her guardian, and thou muſt be mine, 
ills of life 
With thy ſurrounding arms—Do this, and then 
Set down the liberty and life thou gav'ſt me, 
As little things, as eſſays of thy goodneſs, 
And rudiments of friendſhip fo divine. 
Ale. There is a eur in thy neſs to me, 
Which with thy foes would render thee ador d. 
_—_ Foray > = y 4 - way 
any thing in pains 
B 4 Thou 
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Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy heart's in tears. | 
Car. My heart's in health, my ſpirits dance their 


round, 
And at my eye pleaſure looks out in ſmiles. 
Alen. enn E thou, can'ſt thou part with Leonora ? 
Cary. I do not part with her, I give her thee. 
Alon. O Caras 
Car. Don't diſturb me, I'm 


Nor is it more than ſimple juſtice in me. 


Diſcharge a debt, and 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Zanga and Iſabella. 


Z A N GC 4. 


Oh IT DOC 


It warms my veins, plays around my heart : 
A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the 
And could I mount—the ſpirits numberleſs 
Of my dear countrymen, which yeſterday 

Lek: their poor bleeding bodies on the field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er-inform TY 
t dlils; 


my 
Zan. My fair ally ! my lovely miniſter ! 
Twas well Aluarex, by m impell'd, 
(To plunge Don Carlos in the laſt defpair, 
ated panama ng ie 
Finiſh'd the nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd them; 
This conduct ripen'd all for me, and ruin. 
Scarce had the prieſt the holy rite perform d, 
When I, by ſacred inſpiration, forg'd 
That letter, dean ulcer 

5 
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That letter, which in glowing terms conveys, 
From happy Charles to fair Leonora, 
The profound acknowled of heart 
For wondrous which he never knew. 
'This is a ſubſervient artifice, 
To aid the nobler workings of my brain. 
Jab. I quickly dropt it in the bride's apartment, 
you commanded. 
Zan. With a lucky hand; 
For ſoon Alanæs found it; I obſerv'd him 
From out my ſecret ſtand. He took it up; 
Bur ſcarce was it unfolded to his fight, 
When he, as if an arrow pierc'd his eye, 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the ground. 
Pale and aghaſt a while my victim ſtood, 
Diſguis d a figh or two, and puff d them from him; 
Then rubb'd his brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look' d as if he meant to read it; 
But check'd by rifing fears, he cruſh'd it thus, 
And thruſt it, like an adder, in his boſom. 
Jas Burif he read it not, it cannot ſting him, 
At leaſt not mortally. 
Zan. At firſt I thought ſo; | 
But farther thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this diſappointment to account. 
He more ſhall credit it becauſe unſeen, 
(Lf "tis unſeen) as thou anon may'it find. 
2 That would indeed commend my Zange's ſkill. 
an. This, Tabella, is Don Carlos picture; 
Take it, and fodifpoſe of it, that 
It may riſe up a witneſs of her love, 
Under her pillow, in her cabinet, 
yg as ſhall beſt p:on.ote our end. 
ab. I'll weigh it as its conſequence requires, 
Tha do my utmoſt to deſerve your ſmile. 
[Exit Iſabella, 
Zar. Is that £/onzo proſtrate on the ground 
Now he ftarts up like flame from flceping embers, 
And wild diſtraction glares from either eye. 


If 


| 
| 
| 


ella, 


| Andtake me Gem che cock. 
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If thus a ſlight ſurmiſe can work his ſoul, 
How will the fulneſs of the tempeſt tear him ! 


Enter Alonzo. 


Alon. And yet it cannot be — I am deceiv'd—— 
T injure her: ſhe wears the face of heav'n. 
Zan. He doubts. [ {Hides 
Alan. I dare not look on this again. 
If the firſt glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, 
Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my heart and brain, 
The certainty would daſh me all in 
It cannot Ha! it muſt, it mult be true. 
Zan. — He has 


And (for he he knows I love him) will uofold 
His aching heart, and reſt it on my counſel. 


Starts. 


Fil ſeem > go, to make my tay more ſure. [ 4/ige. 


Alon. Hold, Zanga, turn. 

Zan. My lord. 

Alon. Shut cloſe the doors, 
That not a ſpirit find an entrance here. 

Zan. My lord's obey'd. 

Alan. I fee that thou art frighted. 
IF thou doſt love me, I ſhall ll thy heart 
With ſcorpions ſtings, 

Zan. It I do love, my lord? 

Alon. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy boſom 
(What pillow like the boſom of a friend ?) 
For I am fick at heart. 


Zan. Speak, Sir, O ſpeak, 


Alon. And is there need 4 
Of words? Behold a wonder! See my tears! 
98 —— went my fades falf 


Pe. LR them, than have this real. 


Alow, 


* 
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a% 


| Hen. Go, take a round thro all things in thy 


thought, 

And find that one; for there is only one 
dy puter — end that, and tell 

y ſelf my miſery, ſpare me the 

Jan. Sorrow can think bur -i ant dewilder' 3 
I know not where I am. 

Alon. Think, think no more. 
NESS on 


Alan. 1 | mine is victory, 
Mine the king's favour, mine the nation's ſhout, 
And men make their fortunes of my ſmiles. 
O of curſes ! in the lap of 
To be moſt curſt !———My Leonora's ! 
Zar. Save me, my ! 
Alon. My Leonora's falſe ! [Gives him the letter, 
1 
[While Zanga reads the hetter, he trembles, and 
the utmoſt concern. 
Alon. A man! he makes my pains his 


ee a but I read it now 
In thy concern. 
Zan. Did you not read it then ? 


5 


Zas. Thus perifh all that gives Alonzo pain ! ** 


* 
Alan. Why didſt thou tear it? * 
3 bogs |» gps yew 
was your miſtake, groundleſs are your 
- —— — 
Or give the whole contents, or by the pangs 
That feed upon my heart, thy life's in danger, 


} 
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Zan. Is this 4/onzo's language to his ? 
by Draw forth your ſword, m—_——_——— 
For whole fake is it, think you, I conceal it? 
Wherefore this rage? Becauſe I ſeek your peace? 
I have no intereſt in f. i 


ges 
That will be damn d, tho” all the world ſhould know it. 
Alon. Then my worſt fears are true, and life is paſt. 
Zan. What has the raſhneſs of my paſſion utter d 2 
I know not what ; but is our di I 
al hed ot tomnnts A 
I nothing ond but grant I did confeſs, 


F& 3 


nqQ 


. 
* 
* 


Has ſhe not ever been to viewe wand? 
Is not her fame as ſpotleſs as the ſon, 4 * 1 
Her ſex's envy, and the boaſt of Spain? 7 


* Alus. 
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Alon. O Zarga! it is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in oppotition to appearance 
Zan. No more, my lord, for you condemn yourſelf, 
What is abſurdity, but to believe 
Againſt appearance ?—You can't yet, I find, 
Subdue your paſſion to your better ſenſe ;— 
And, truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me. 
Tis fit our indiicretions ſhould be check'd 
With ſome degree of pain. 
Alon. What indiſcretion ? 
Zan. Come, you muit bear to hear your faults from 
me. 
Had you not ſent Don Carlas to the court 
The night before the battle, that foul flave, 
Who torg'd the tenſcleſs icroll which git es pain, 
TS wares fooring tor dis vihilag. = 8 
Alon. | ſent him not. 
Zan. Not ſend him !—Ha!—That ſtrikes me. 
I thought he came on m to the king. 
Is there anther cauſe could juſtify 
His ſhunning danger, and the promis'd fight? 
But I perhaps ma: think too rigidly ; 
So long an abſence, and impatient love 
Hlen. In my confuſion that had quite eſcaped me. 
By heav'n, my wourded ſoul does bleed afreſh ; 
*Tis clear as day — tor Carlos is fo brave, 
He lives not but on fame, he hunts for danger, 
And is enamour d of the face of death. 
How then could he de: line the n2>t day's battle, 
But for the tranſports ?—Ob, it mull be ſo 
Inhuman! by the loſs of his own honour, 
To buy the ruio of his friend! 
Zan. You wrong him; 
He knew not of your love. 
Alan. Ha! 
Zan. That ſtings home.  [Afide. 
Alon. Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous love— 
Proofs riſe on proofs, ard ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt. 
Th eternal law of things declares it true, ** 


* 


8 
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Which calls for judgments on diſtinguild'd guilt, 
y puniſhment. 


And loves to make our crime our 
Love is my torture, love was firſt my crime; 
For ſhe was his, my friend's, and he (O horror!) 
Confided all in me. O facred faith 
How dearly I abide thy violation ! 
Zan. Were then their loves far gone ? 
Alen. The father's will 
There bore a total ſway ; and he, 2s ſoon 
As news arriv'd that Carios fleet was ſeen 
from From off our coaſt, fir'd with the love of gold, 
Determin'd, that the ver; ſun which ſaw 
Carlos return, ſhould fee his daughter wed. 
Zan. Indeed, my lord ; then you muſt pardon me, 
, If I preſume :o mitigate the crime. 
Conſider, ſtrong allurements ſoften guilt ; 
Long was his a lence, ardent was his love, 
At midnight his return, the next day deftin'd 
For his elpuuſals——'twas a ftrong temptatiun. 
Alon. 'Yemptation ! 
Zan. "Twas but gaining of one night. 
Alon. One night ! , 
Zan. That crime could ne'er return again. 
. Alon. Again! By heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy lord. 
yo pug One night gain d ! O ſtings and death! 
am I then undone ? Alas, my Zanga / 
And doſt thou own ic too? Deny it ſtill, 
And reſcue me one moment from diſtraction. 
Zan. My lord, I hope the beſt. 
Alon. Falſe, fooliſh hope, 
And jinſolent to me! Thou know'ſt it falſe ; 
It is as glaring as the noon tide ſun. 
Devil !—This morning, after three years coldneſa, 
To ruſh at once into a paſſion for me 
"Twas time to feign, 'twas time to get another, 


Aide. When her f1:{ fool was ſated with her beauties. 

ve— | Zan. What ſays my lord? Did Leexora then 

| Never before diſcloſe her paſſion for 98 ? 
Alen. Never. 


V hick 
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Zan. the whole three years ? 

Alon. O never! never! 

Why, „ ſhould'f thou firive! Tis all in vain : 
Tho” thy labours, it can find no reed 

For hope to catch at. Ah! Pm ing down 
Ten thouſand thouſand fathoms in deſpair. 
Zan. Hold, Sir, I'll break your fall—Wave ev'ry 


fear, 
And be a man he enjoy'd her, 
Be moſt aſſur d, he had reſign d her to you 


With leſs reluQance. 

Refign her — Who refign'd her? Double death! 
How could I doubt fo long? My heart is broke. 
Firſt love her to diſtraction! then refign her ! 


ay | 
Alen. Grant that, he ftill refign'd her; that's enough. 
Would he pluck out his eye to give it me? 
Tear out his heart ?—She was his heart no more— 


Amid the hideous it has form'd. 
Alon. Had I ten thouſand lives, I'd give them all 
T's be decei d. I fear ds dooms day with me. 
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ad greater ſure m merit, who to gai 
ry” ſublime, & ſuch a taſk a Ein ; 

To _— ways obſcene, my honour bend, 
nd ſhock my nature, to attain my 33 
1222 that m joys will raiſe ; 

For wonder is involuntary 


H, what a pain to think ! when every thought, 
O Perplexing thought, in intricacies runs, 
And reaſon knits th' wextricavle toil, 
In which herſelf is taken! I am loſt, 
Poor infe&t that I am, I am involv d, 
And bury d in the web myiclf have wrought ! 
One argument is balane d by another, 
And reaſon reaſon meets in ul fight, 
And proofs are countermin'd by equal proofs. 
No more I'll bear this battle of the mind, 
This inward anarchy ; but find my wife. 
And to her trembling heart preſenting death, 
Force all the ſceret her. 
Zan. O forbear! 
You totter on the very brink of ruin. 
Alon. D 
Zan. That will diſcover | | 
And kill my hopes. What can I think or do? ¶ Au. 
Alon. What thou murmur ? a 
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Zan. Force the ſecret from her! 
What's perjury to ſuch a crime as this ? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then? O groundleſs hope 
But reſt aſſur d, ſhe'll make this accuſation, 
Or falſe; or true, your ruin with the king ; 
Such is her father's er. 
1 =o more, I care not; 
beneath this load, I'll die. 
= ER better will you change this load ? 
Grant you ſhould kn w it, — 4 — 
Alan. No, it would cure me of 
By hatred and contempt I ſhould 40e bes, —_— 
And all my love bred agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan. Ah! Ar that, my lord 
Alon. What then ? . 
Zan. You ſhould not hazard life to gain the ſecret. 
'"t Tm on the 


I'll not be play d with; ſpeak, if thou baſt aught, 
ian fly to Leonora. 
Zan. That is, to death. My lord, I am not yet 
Quite ſo far gone in guilt to ſuffer it, 
Tho” gone too far, heav'n knows Ti I gut 
1 have took pains. as you I know obſerv'd, 
To hinder your from diving in the ſecret,  *' 
And turn'd afide your thoughts from the detefion. 
Alon. Thou doſt confound me. | 
Zan. I confound myſelf, | 
And frankly own it, - © JE ISET ITE 
Nought but your life in danger could have rorn 
hs og — _ 8 9 ä 
Alon. 8 ly ; Zanga, | 
Zan. 2 e 
Firſt I muſt be aſſur d, that if you find 
The fair one guilty, ſcorn, as you afſur'd me, 
Shall conquer love and rage, and heal your ſoul. 
Alon. Oh! "twill, by heav'n. 
Zan. Alas! I fear it mech, 
And ſcarce can hope ſo far ; but I of this 
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your ſolemn oath, that you'll abſtain 
all ſelf-violence, and fave my lord. 


* 


From 


erb 


pour d forth miracles of kindneſs on me : 
is now within my power, 
e myſelf to juſti 


T 
7 
| 


Bat to confeſs, 


then employ'd your 
only thou; ſo heav'n be- 


s it, 
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As is my cuſtom, when the night's ſerene, 

And took a moon-light walk: when ſoon I heard 

A ruſtling in an arbour that was near me. 

I ſaw two lovers in each other's arms, 

Embracing and embrac'd. Anon the man 

Aroſe, and falling back ſome paces from her, 

Gaz'd ardently awhile, then ruſh'd at once, 

And throwing all himſelf into ber boſom, 

There ſoftly figh'd; O night of ecſtaſy ! 

When ſhall we meet again? Don Car/s then 

Led Leonera forth. ; 
Alon. Oh! Oh my heart! [He finks inte @ chair. 
Zar. Groan on, and with the ſound refreſh my ſoul! 

'Tis thro' his heart, his knees ſmite one another, 
is 
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"Tis thro his brain, his eye-bails roll in avguiſh. [ Ide. 
My lord, my lord, why do you rack my foul ? 
Speak to me, let me know that you ſtill live. 
Do not you know me, Sir ? Pray look upon me; 
You think too ly. I'm your own Zanga, 
So lov'd, fo cheriſh'd, and fo faithful to you.— 
Why ftart you in ſuch fury? Nav, my lord, 
For heav'n's fake ſheath your ſword! What can this 
mean? 
Fool that I was to truſt you with the ſecret, 
And you unkind to break your word with me. 
O paſſion for a woman! On the ground? 
Where is your boaſted courage Where your ſtorn, 
And prudent rage, that was to cure your grief, 
And chace your love bred agonies away ? 
Rite, Sir, for honour's fake. Why ſhould the Moors, 
Way ſhould the va::quiſh'd, triumph? 

Lor. Would to heaven 
That I were lower ſtil! O ſhe was all !'— 
My fame. my friendſhip, and my love of arms, | 
All toop'd to her, my biood was her poſſeſſion. G 
Deep in the ſecret fo:dings of my heart C 
She liv'd with life, and tar the dearer ſhe. 
But——ard no more ſet nature on a blaze, 
Give her a fit of jealouſy AWAY — 
To think on't i tne tormen of the damn'd, 
And not to think on t is impoſt ble. 
How fair the cheek that firſt alarm'd my ſoul ! 
How bright the eye that ſet ic on a flame 
How ſoft the breaſt on which | laid my peace 
For years to ſlumber, unawak'd by care! 

How fierce the tranſport! how ſublime the bliſs! 
How deep, bw black the horror, and detpair! 
Zan. You ſaid you'd bear it like a man. 

Alan. I do. 
Am I not almoſt diſtracted? I 
Zan. Pray te calm. 
Al.m. As hurricanes : be thou aſſur'd of that. 1 
Zan. Is this the wiſe Alanxo? ] 
A.. 
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Y 
Ahn. But that her blood's too het, 1 
Around my bridal board. 
Zan. And I would pledg ge thee. [ {/ides 
Alon. But I may talk too faſt. Pray let me think, 
And reaſon mildly. — Wedded and undone 
Before one night deſcends. —O haſty evil! 
What friend to comfort me in my extreme ! 
Where's Carls? Why is Carlos abſent from me? 
Does he know what happen d? 
Zan. My good lord! 
Alen. O * of horrors! He — my boſom 


Zan. Alas! com yourſelf, lord. 
Alan. * 885 


Gaze on her with bath eyes ſo ardently! 
Give them the vultures, tear him all in pieces! 
Zan. Moſt excellent! [ 4fides 
Alon. Hark! you can keep a ſecret. 
In yonder arbour bound with jaſmine— 
Who's __ _ villain's that? unhard he 
urder |— 
Tear them aſunder—— Murder — How they grird 
My heart betwixt them !——0O let go my heart! 
Yer ler it go-—— Embracing and embrac'd! 
O peſtilence !— Who let him in? A traitor. 
[Goes to fiab Zanga, he prevents him. 
Alas! my head turns round, and my limbs fail me. 
Zan. My lord! 
Alon. O villain, villain moſt accurft ! 
If thog didſt know it, why did let me wed ? 
Zan. Hear me, my lord, your anger will abate; 
I knew it not, I ſaw them in the garden; 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect 


To 
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Till after-proofs confpir'd to blacken it; | 
Sad proofs, which came too late, which broke not out, 
(Eternal curſes on Alvarem haſte l) 


ight of ß! Hal was't not ſo? 

jaſmine bow'r, tis ſecret and remote; 
Exit Zanga, 
How the ſweet ſound ſtill Ae lar 
When Hall we meet ga? o-night, in hell. 


en 


4 be is going, Enter Leonora. 


Ha! N 1 at her charms! 
O angel il !-——$hall I her now ? 
No, it ſhall be as I at firſt determin'd: 
To kill her now were half my vengeance loſt. 


Then muſt I now difſemble—if I can. 


8 


+» the 


well inſpire my friends with joy. 
my lord? 


and... Ma. i. ab. a 


Less. 


And are a fit reward for gallant aclions. 
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Tron. If my regards for you are flattery, 
S 
In this day's ſolemn rite. 
Leon. You me. | 
Alen. In do; my heart is full of mirth. 
Leen. And ſo is mine I look on cheerfulneſs, 
As on the health of virtue. 

Alon. Virtue ! Damn—— 

Leon. What fays my lord? 

[ooo 2 art exceeding fair. 

alone i: but of little worth; 

8 Gul and body of a piece, 
Both ſhine alike, then they obtain a price, 


Heav'n's pay on earth for ſuch great fouls as yours; 
If fair and innocent, I am your due. 

Alon. Innocent ! [Afide, 

Leon. How ! my lord, Ii you. 

Jen. No, my | beſt life, 1 maſt 3 | , 
This hand is mine. O! What a hand is here? 

So ſoft, ſouls fink into t, and are loft ! 
Leon. In tears, my lord? 
Alon. What leſs can ſpeak my joy ? 
I gaze, and I forget my own exiifence : 
When? OS? phonfne ths expencend beanty 
re? Oh! w this of ? 
And wherefore? Oh! 
Why, I could upon thy looks for ever, 
drink in | my being from thine eyes.; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming thunderbolt, 
And hurl deſtruction. 

Ln. How, my lord! what mean you ? 
Acquaint me with the ſecret of your heart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your love. 
Alen. Art thou concern'd for me ? 

Leon. My lord, you fright me. 
Is this the i of your nuptial hour! 
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Thoſe arguments, and throws you on 
You cannot cloſe an eye that is ſo bright, 
You cannot ſtrike a breaſt that is ſo for. 
That bas ten thouſand ecitafies in ſtore 
For Carla:? 


your ſword. 


No, my lord, I mean for you. 


Alon. Oh! thro” my heart and marrow ! Pr'ythee 


ſpare me : 
No more ubraid the weakneſs of thy lord. 
J own, I try'd, I quarrell'd with my heart, 
And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her death ; 
But oh ! her eyes ſtruck firſt, — ms. 
Zan. I know not what to anſwer to my lord. 
Men are but men ; we did not make ourſelves. 
Farewell then, my beſt lord, fince you muſt die, 
O that I were to ſhare your monument, 
And in eternal darkneſs cloſe theſe eyes 


thoſe ſcenes which I am doom'd to ſuffer { 


Aon. What doſt thou mean ? 
Zan. And is it then unknown ? 


O grief of heart, to think that you ſhould aſt it! 


Sure you diſtruſt that ardent love I bear you, 
Elſe could you doubt when you are lai 


- But it will cut my heart thro” and thro' 
To fee thoſe revel on ſacred tomb, 
Who b you by their lawleſs loves. 


For there N revel, and exult to find | 

Him ſo faſt, who elſe might marr their j 

Alon. 
know ſt 

Is ſheath d in ſteel, and bent on ether 


Yes, till the fever of his blood returns, 
While her laſt kiſs ſtill glows upon his cheek. 
But when he finds Alno is no more, 

* How will he ruſh like lightning to her arms ! 
There ſigh, there lan 
But not in gri obſequies to thee !—— 
But thou wilt be at peace, nor ſee, not hear 


* 


— 2 Carlo; well thou 


Zan. re.. 


[Afede. 


iſh, there pour out his ſoul ; 


The 
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The burning kiſs, the figh of ecſtaſy, 
Their throbbing hearts that joſtle one another: 
Thavk heav'n, theſe torments will be all my own. 
Alen. I'll eaſe thee of that pain. Let Carles die, 
O'cr.ake him on the road, and fee it done. 
"Tis my command. ; [Gives bis Signet. 
Jun. I dare rot di ſobey. 
Alen. My Zanga, now I have thy leave to die. 
Zan. Ah, Sir! think, think again. Are all men buried 
In Carlos grave? You know not woman-kind. 
When once the throbbing of the heart has broke 
The modeſt zone, with which it firſt was ty'd, 
Eich man ſhe meets will be a Carlos to her. 
J.. That thought has mote of hell than had the 
- former, 
Ano her, and another, and another ! 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my tomb. 
I am convinc'd; I muſt not, will not die. 
Zan. You cannot die ; nor can you marder her. 
What then remains? In nature no third way, 
But to forget, and fo to love again. 
— if forgive, the world will call 
Zan. If you ive, z 
If you forget, the world will call you —_—_— 
If you receive her to your grace again, 
The world will call you, very, very kind. 
Alon. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies, 
Tho' my arm trembles at the ftroke, the dies. 
Zan. That's truly great. What think you 'twas ſet up 
The Greek and R:man name in ſuch aluſtre, 
But doing right in ftern deſpite to nature, 
Shutting their ears to all her little cries, 
When great, auguſt, and God-like juſtice call d? 
At Aulis one pour'd out a daughter's life, 
And gain'd more gory than by all his wars; 1 
Another ſlew his in juſt rage; 


A third, the theme of all ſucceeding times, 
Gave to the cruel ax a darling fon. 
| C 


3 Nay 
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Nay more, for juftice ſome devote themſelves, 
As he at Carthage, an immortal name ! 
Yet there is one ſtep left above em all, 
Above their hiſtory, above their fable, 
A wife, bride, miſtreſs unenjoy d do that, 
And tread upon the Greet and Roman glory. 

3 done — Again new tranſports fire my 

rain: 

I had forgot it, tis my bridal night. 
F oy me joy, we muſt — together; 
See that the feſtival be duly honour'd. 

And when with garlands the full bowl is crown'd, 
And muſick gives the elevating ſound, 
2 — we ſpread the ſacred floor, 
And a new day the blazing tapers , 
Thou, Zarga, thou my — Friends I 
From the dark realms of everlaſting night, ' 
Call vengeance, call the furies, Jef X 
And death our bans yr wt 
He with pale hand ſhall the bri 
Eternal curtains round our nuptial bed. 


ACT 
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Se 1 Nene 
TI IR Tap apap 


ACT v. SCENE I 


Enter Alonzo. 
ALONZO. 


Pitiful! O terrible to fight ! 
Poor mangled ſhade! all cover'd o'er with 
wounds, 
And ſo diſguis d with blood !-Who maurder'd thee ? 
Tell thy ſad tale. and thou ſhalt be reveng'd. 
Ha! Carlss *—Horror! Carlos ?P=Oh away ! 
Go to the grave, or let me fiak to mine. 
I cannot bear the fight—What fight Where am I? 
There's nothing here If this was fancy's work, 
She draws a picture ſtrongly. - 


Zan. I obey'd your order. 
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He ſhould, and ſhould not die You ſhould obey, 
And not obey — It is a day of darkneſs, 

Of contradictions. and of many deaths. 

Where's Leonora then? quick, anſwer me: 

I'm deep in horrors, I'll be dee per ſtill. 

I find thy artifice did take effect, 

And ſhe forgives my late deportment to her. 

Zar. I toid her, from your childhood you was wont 
On any great ſurprize, but chiefly then 
When cauie of forrew bore it company, 

To have your paſſion ſhake the ſeat of reaſon; 

A momentary ill, which ſoon blew o'er, 

Then did | tell her of don Carlos death, 

[Wiſely ſuppreſſing by what means he fell) 

Ard laid the blame on that. At firſt ſhe doubted ; 
Bur ſuch the hone! artifice I us'd, | 
And ſuch her ardent with it ſhould be true, 

Fhot (he, at length, was fully fatisfy'd. 

Alon. Iwas weil ſhe was. In our late interview 
My pailion ſo far threw me from my guard 
(Methinks tis ſtraang ee !; that conſcious of her guilt, 
She ſaw not thro” its thia diſguiſe my heart. 

Zan. But what de gn you, fir, and how? 

Alen. I'll tell thee. 

Thus Te ordain'd it. Ia the jaſmine bow'r, 

The place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her guilt, 

There will I meet her; the appointment's made; 
And calmly ſpread (for I can do it now) 

The blackneſs of her crime before her fight, 

And then with all the cool folemnity 

Of publick juſtice give her to the grave. [Zit. 

Zn. Why, get thee gone! horror and night go with 

bee 


Siſters of Ach ron. go band in hand, 
Go dance 2round the bow'r, and cloſe them in ; 
And tel; :hem that I ſent you to ſalute them. 

Pr. ine the ground, and for th' ambrofial roſe, 
And breath of jaſmine, let hemlock blacken, 


And 
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for the hes htin may ravens croak, 

Toads pant, ruitle thro' the leaves; 

May ſerpents winding up the trees let fall 

Their hiſſing necks upon them from above, 

And mingle kiſſes—iuch as I ſhould give them. [Exit.- 


© 009::S00$@00002SC@DI00D 


SCENE, the Bower. 
Leonora feeping. Enter Alonzo. 


Alon. E amaranths! ye roſes, like the morn ! 
Sweet myrtles, and ye golden orange groves} 
Why do you ſmile? why do you look fo fair ? 
Are ye rot blaſted as I enter in ? 
Yes, ſee how every flow'r lets fall its head! 
How ſhadders every leaf without a wind! 
How every is as the ivy pale! 
Did ever midnight ghoſts afſemble here ? 
Have theſe ſweet echoes ever learnt to groan ? - 
oy-giving, love-infpiring, holy bow's ! TY 
now, in thy fra bolom thou receiv'ft 
A——murderer! Oh ! I ſhall tain thy lilies, 
And horror will uſurp the ſeat of bliſs. 
So Lucifer broke into paradile, þ 


Aad ſoon damnation follow'd. [ He advances. ]' Ha! ſhe 


The day's uncommon heat has overcome her. 
Then take, my longing eyes, your laſt tull 
Oh, what a fight is here l how dreadful fair! 
Who would not think that being innocent? 
Where ſhall I ſtrike? who ftrikes her. itrikes himſelf. 
My own life-blood will iſſue at her wound. 
* 
S . 
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To give ſach charms as theſe, and then call man, 
Mere man, to be your executioner. 
Was it becauſe it was too hard for you ? 

Bar ſee ſhe ſmiles! I never ſhall ſmile more. 


It ſtrongly tempts me to a parting kiſs. 


Ha! ſmile again? She dreams of him ſhe loves. 
Curſe on her charms ! $4 4% at 8 

As he is going to firike be wakes. 
998 your ſtay was long. and yonder lull 


pow'rs! with what an eye ſhe mends the day! 
they were clos'd I ſhould havegiv'nthe blow.[ Ade. 

O for a laſt embrace ! and then for juſtice : 

Thus heav'n and I ſhall both be ſatisfy d. 


Leon 
Alon. 
love 
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Leon. Ha! a dagger! 
What doſt thou ſay, thou miniſter of death? 
What dreadful tale doſt tell me ? Let me think. 


Enter Zanga. 


Death to my tow'ring hopes! O fall from high! 
x our ſcheme at once is blaſted. 

cauſe her to enquire ; 
in diſcover all; my hopes 
periſh ; I myſelf am lo 
the coward's heart ! wither his hand 
the ſteel in vain !—What can be done ?— 
?—that's ſomething ſtill— twill breed 
l rage and bitterneſs betwixt their ſouls, 
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Zan. Carry your neſs then to ſuch extremes 
So blind ed to the faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is jealous ? 
Len. Heav'ns! 
And yet a thouſand things recur that ſwear it. 
What villain could inſpire him with that thought? 
It is ot of the growth of his own nature. 
Zan Some villain. Who, hell krows; but be is jealous ;. 
And 'tis moſt fit a heart ſo pure as yours 
Do itſelf juſtice, and aſſert its honour, 
And make him conſcious of his ftab to virtue. 
Leon. Jealous ! it fickens at my heart. Unkind, 
Ungen ' rous, groundleſs, weak, and infolent ! 
Why 7? wheretore ? on what ſhadow of occafion 2 
"Tis faſcination, tis the wrath of heav'n 
For the coilefted crimes of all his race. 
Oh how the great man leſſens to my thought! 
How could fo mean a vice as jealouſy, 
Unnatural child of ignorance and guilt, 
Which tares and feeos upon its parent's heart, 
Live in a throng of ſuch exalted virtues ? 
J ſcorn and hate, yet love him, and adore. 
F cannot, will not, dare not think it true, | 
Till from himſeif I know it. Exit. 
Zan This ſucceeds | 
to my wiſh. * . vanes 
pbraids him. He, well knowin is guiky, 
Rages no leſs; and if on either ide 
The waves run high, there till lives hope of ruin. 


Ester Alonzo. 


_—— 7 hold thy ard 
Alon. axga peace, I am no coward ; 
But heav'n itſelf did hold my hand; I felt it, 

By the well-being of my ſoul, I did. 

Tu think of vengeance at another ſcaſon. 
Aan. My lord, her guilt — 


Kon; 


E 
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Alen. Perdition on the Moor 
For that one word ! Ahl do not rouze that thought; 
I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſſible: 
Away then, let us talk of other things. 
I tell thee, Dor, I love her to diſtraction, 
H tis my ſhame, why be it fo——l love ber; 
Nor can I help it; tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and reſiſtleſs pow'r. 
I could not hurt her to be lord of earth; 
It ſhocks my nature like a ſtroke from heav'n. 
Angels defend her, as if innocent ! 
But ſee, my Leonara comes :——Be gone. [Ex. Zangas. 


E nter Leonora. 


O ſeen for ever, yet for ever new! 
The conquer'd thou doſt conquer oer again, 
Inflicting wound on wound, 
Leon. Alas, my lord, 
What need of this to me ? 
Alon. Ha! doſt thou weep ? 
Leon. Have I no cauſe ? 
Alen. If love is thy concern 
Thou haſt no cauſe ; none ever lov'd like me; 
But wherefore this ? Is it to break my heart, 
Which loſes ſo much blood for every tear? 
Leon. Is it fo tender? 
Alen. Is it not? O heav'n! 
Doubt of my love ? why, I am noth 


ing elſe; 
It quite abſorbs my every n. 
0 that this one embrace would laſt for ever 

Leon. Could this man ever mean to wrong my virtue ? 
Could this man e er deſign upon my life ? 
Impoſſible! I throw away the thought. [ Afide. 
Theſe tears declare how much I taſte the joy | 
Of being folded in your arms and heart; 
My univerſe does lie within that ſpace. 


'This 
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bore falſe witneſs. 

a! my dagger? 

I ous horrid image. Away, 

way with it, and let us talk of love, 
Flange ourſelves dep deep into the ſweet illufion, 10 

us there from ev ry other thought. 
Leon. It touches you. P 


t well may ſting you heme. 
Alas! thou quite miſiak'® my cauſe of pain; 

Yet, yet diſmiſs me ; I am all in flames. 

Leen. Who has moſt cauſe? 1 ou, or myſelf? What act 
Of my whole life d you to this? 
Or of your own, what guilt has drawn it an you? | \ 
You find me kind, —— ts all; X 
The weak, ungenerous error of your ſex. 13 
What could in pire the thought? We oft'neſt judge 
From our own hearts; and is your's then fo frail, 
Jt prompts you to conceive thus ill of me? 
He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a thought, 
Deſerves to find it true. [ Holding him. 


3 on her. 
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That thou ſhould'it dare to daſh it in my face ? 
Nature is fick of thee, abandon'd woman! 
Lion Repent. 
Aen. Is that for me? 
Leon. Fall. aſk my pardon. 
Aen. Aſtoniſhment! 
Leen. Dar'ſt thou perſiſt to think I am diſhoneſt * 
Alon. I know thee fo. 
Lien. Inis blow then to thy heart 
[She ffabs b.rfſelf, he endeaw3urs to prevent Ber. 
Alon. Hoa! Zarga! I/abe/la! tiva! ſhe bleeds! 
Deſcend, ye bleſſed angels, to atfilt her! 
Leon. This is the only way I would wound thee, 
'Tho' moſt unjuſt. Now thiuk me guilty ſtill. 


Exter Iſabella. 


Auen. Bear her to inftant help. The world to ſave her. 
Leon. Unhappy man! well may't thou gaze and 
tremble; 
But fix thy terror and amazement right; 
Not on my blood, but oa thy own diſtraction. 
What haſt thou done? Whom cenſur d? — Leonora 
When thou badi! cenſur d, thou wouldſt fave her life; 
O inconfiſtent ! Sh uld I ive in ſhame, | | 
Or ſtoop to any other means but this 
To aſſert my virtue? No; ſhe who diſputes 
Admits it poſſiole ſhe might be guilty. N 
While aught but truth could be my inducement to it, 
White it might look like an excuſe to thee, 
I ſcorn'd to vindicate my innocence ; 
But how, I let thy raſhneſs know, the wound 
Which lealt I feel, is that my dagger made. 
[Ifabella Ian cut Leonora. 
Alon. Ha! was this woman guilty ?—and if not 
How my thought darkens that way! Grant, kind 
heav'n, 
That 
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That the prove guilty, or give being end. 

Is that ws ik ure the ſacred duſt 

Of her that bote me trembles in its rn. 

Is it in man the ſore diſtreſs to bear, 

When hope itſelf is blacken'd to deſpair, 

When all the bliſs I pant for, is to gain 

In hell a refuge from ſcveret pain! [Exit Alon za. 


Enter Tanga. 
Zan. How ftands the great account twiat me ang 


vengeance ? 
Tho' much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me much, 
And I will not abate a fingle groan, — 
Ha! that were well - but that were fatal too 
Why be it ſo Revenge ſo truly great 
Would come too if bought with lefs than life, 
Come, death ; come, then; tis reſolv'd, tis done. 


Exter Iſabella. 


Jab. Ah! Zanga, ſee me tremble! Has not yet 
Thy cruel heart its fill? Poor Leonora 
Zan. Welters in blood, and gaſps for her laſt breaths. 
What then? We all muſt die. - 
Jab. Alonzo raves, 
And in the tempeſt of his grief has thrice 
Attempted on his life. At length diſarm'd, 
He calls his friends that ſave him his worſt foes, 
And importunes the ſkies for ſwift perdition. 
Thus in his ftorm of forrow. After pauſe 
He ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zang, 
For Zanga rav'd ; and ſee, he ſeeks you here, 
To leara the truth _ molt he dreads to — 
Zan. Be gone. Now, now, my ſoul, conſummate 
all. Tl [Env iGd. 


Eater 
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Enter Alonzo. 


Alon. O Zanga! 

Zan. Do not tremble ſo; but ſpeak. 
Har. I dare not. [ Falls an him. 
Zan. You will drown me with your tears. 
Alen. Have I not cauſe ? 

Zan. As yet you have no cauſe. 

Alon. Doſt thou too rave? 

Zan. Your anguiſh is to come : 

Jou much have abus'd. 

Alan. Abus'd! by whom ? 

Zan. To know were little comfort. 

Alon. O "were much! | 


Zan. Indeed ! 
Alen. By heav'n! O give him to my 1 
Zan. Born for your I live but to oblige you. 


Know then, twas II. 
Als. Am I awake ? 


I 


ſpirits which delight in juſt revenge 
her pallid fons - 


ide your proſtrate geror ! 
haughty Spain, and ol bes kings. 
f is mercy; this is my indulgence, 
. ace, tis refuge ſrom my icdignation. 
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1 muſt awake him into horrors. Hoa! 


Alonzo, hoa! the Meer is at the gate; 
Awake, invincible, omni ! 


Thou who dot all ſubdue. 


Alon. Inhuman flave! 

Zan. Fall'n chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my charater. 
Look on me. Who am I? I know, thou fay'tft : 
The Moor, a ſlave, an abject, beaten flave ; 
. r 
But again. Has fix years 
Extinguiſh d majeſty ſo far, that nought 
Shines here to give an awe to one above thee ? 
When the great Moorif6 king Aula fell, 


Fell by thy hand accurs'd, I fought faſt by him, 


His ſon, tho', thro” his fondneſs, in diſguiſe, 

Leſs to me to th' ambitious foe. 

Ha! does it wake thee? Oer my father's corſe 

I food aftride till I had clove thy creſt, 

And then was made the captive of a ſquadron, 

And ſunk into thy ſervant——But Oh! what, 
What were my ? Hear nor heav'n, nor earth 
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O puniſhment! Had fatan never fell, 
Hell had been made for me — 0 Leonora ! 

Zan. Malt I deſpiſe thee too, as well as hate thee ? 
Complain of grief, cow plain thou art a man. 
Priam f:om fortune's I. fry ſummit tell, 

Great Alexander mid ſt his conqueſts mourn'd ; 
Heroes and demi gods have kr own their ſorrows g 
Ce/crs have wept, and I have had my blo : 

But tis reveng'd, and now my work is done. 

Yet, ere I fall, be it ore part of vengeac.ce 

To make thee to confeſs that I az juit. 

Thou ſeeſt a prince, whoſe father thou haſt ſlain, 
Who'e native country thou haſt laid in blood, 
Whoſe ſacred perſon (ah!) thon haft profan d, 
Whoſe reign extinguiſh'd: what was left to me 
So kighly born No kingdem, but revenge ; 

No trcatore, but thy torwres and thy groaus. 

If men ſhould aſk who brought thee to thy end, 
Tell them the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee. 
If cold white mortals cenſure this great deed, 
Wan them, they judge not of ſuperior beings, 
Souls made of fire, and children of the ſun, 
With whom revenge is virtue. Fare thee well 
Now fully ſatisfy d I ſhould take leave: 

But one thing grieves me, ſince thy death is near, 
I leave thee my example how to die. 


Ms he is going te flab himſelf Alonzo ruſhes upon bim ts 
prevent bim. In the mean time, Ent.r Alvarcz attended. 
They diſarm and ſeize Tanga. Alonzo puts the dagger 


in his boſom. 


Alon. No, monſter, thou ſhalt not eſcape by death. 
© father ! 

Av. O Alonzo ! ——[jabel/a, 
Tonch'd with remorſe to ſee ber miſtreſs' pangs, 
Told all the dr. ad: ul tale. 

An. What groan was that? 
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Zan. As I have been a vulture to thy heart, 
So will I be a raven to thine ear, 
e? And true as ever ſnuff d the ſcent of blood, 
As ever flapt its heavy wing againſt 
The window of the fick, and croak d deſpair. 
Thy wife is dead. 
1 [Alvarez goes to the fide of the fage, and return. 
Av. The dreadful news is true. 
Alen. Prepare the rack, invent new torments for him, 
Zan. This too is well. The fix'd and noble mind 
Turns all occurrence to its ewn advantage; 
And I'll make vengeance of calamity. 
Were 1 not thus reduc'd, thou would'ft not know, 
That, thus reduc'd, I dare defy thee ſtill. 
Torture thou may ſt, but thou ſhalt ne er deſpiſe me. 
The blood will follow where the knife is driven, 
The fleſh will quiver where the pincers tear, 
And fighs and cries by nature grow on pain. 
e. But theſe are foreign to the ſoul: not mine 
The groans that iſſue, or the tears that fall; 
They diſobey me; on the rack I ſcorn thee, 
As when my faulchion clove thy helm in bartle. 
> . Peace, villain ! 
Zan. While I live, old man, I'll ſpeak, 
And well I know thou dar'f not kill me yet; 
For that would rob thy blood-hounds of their prey. 
Alen. Who call'd Alonzo ? 
Av. No one call'd, my ſon. 
Alon. Againi——'tis Carlos voice, and I obey. 
lagger } © how I laugh at all that this can do! 
| [Shewing the dagger. 
The wounds that pain'd, the wounds that murier'd me, 
Were giv'n before; Lam already dead; 
This only marks my body for the grave. [Stabs him/-//. 
Africkh, thou art reveng'd——O Leonora! 725, 
Zan. Good ruffians, give me leave, my blood is yours, 
The wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all; 


Zan. Let 
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Ler me but look one moment on the dead, 
And pay yourſelves with gazing on my pangs. 

[He goes to Alonzo Body. 
Is this Horzo ? where's the haughty mien? 
Is that the hand which ſmote me? Heav'ns, how pale! 
And art thou dead? fo is my enmity. 
I war not with the duſt: the great, the proud, 
The conqueror of A4frich was my foe. 
A lion preys not upon carcaſes. 
This was thy only method to ſubdue me. 
Terror and doubt fall on me; all thy good 
Now blazes, all thy guilt is in the grave. 
Never had man ſuch funeral applauſe ; 
If I lament thee, ſure thy worth was great. 
O vengeance ! | have follow'd thee too far, 
And to receive me hell blows all her fires. 


| [ He is borne off. 
Abo. Dreadful effect of jealouſy! a 

In which the wife with caution will engage; 

Ruan: Bog and tardy to believe, 

Where ſway'd by nature we ourſelves deceive, 
Where our own folly joins the villain's art, 

And each man finds a Zarge in his heart. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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_ 
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By a Friend. 


O author ſent me, in an humble firain 
Te beg you'd Bleſs the offipring of his brain; 
And I, your proxy, promis'd in yeur name 
The child ud live, at leaft fix days of fame: 
Ilie the brat, but fill bis faults can find, 
And, by the parent 'i leave, will ſpeak my mind. 
Gallants, pray tell me, da you think 'twas well, 
To let a willing maid lead apes in hell? 
_ nicer ladies, Sau d you think it _ 
0 eat e ? 
Shou'd Engliſh huſband; 


dare to far ve their wives, 
e Be faire they'd lead moſt comfortable lives ! 


| Nr fears, 
Wan'd fain ſet by couples by — 

— the tender huſbands of our nation, 
teaching them his wile, outlandiſs faſtion : 
we've been taught in our good-natur'd clime, 
That ; , tho” juſt, is fill a crime, 

Hnd will be fill, for (not to blame the plot ) 

That ſame Alonzo was a fluid fot, 
To kill @ bride, a miſtreſs unenjoy d— 
2822 , had the foor man been cley d: 
To kill ber on ſuſpicion, ere be knew 
Whether the beinous crime xcere faiſe, or true. 
The rie ſaid grace, Ee met him in the bower, 
be bopes foe might anticipate an be 
Love mut her errand, but the hat-brain'd Spaniard, 
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Bad be been ie, at this their private meeting, 


The proof o'the pudding had been in ib eating ; 

Madam had then been pleas'd, and Don contented, 
And all this bicod and murder been prevented. 
Britons, be wise, and from this ſad example, 
N break a bargain, but firſt rake a ſample. 
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